tears rail down his cheeks. Justinian had come in white
they were speaking.

"She's not going to be put away,'5 he said. Ai\Vhl ycu
come now? We can be with her now. The room is
cleared. Theodora is going to be my wife even if I lose
the purple by it. But she will be my only claim to the
purple. Come, Theodora, we must almost carry him."

It was announced the next day by Heralds,' that the
prayers of the public were asked" to remember the
Empress Euphemia, now sorely ill. A special Service of
Intercession was held. Then" Heralds proclaimed that
Almighty God had thought fit to take to Himself their
sovereign Lady and Basilissa, the Consort of their Ruler,
and that all The City should mourn.

On the day appointed for the funeral, The City was
in the gloom of purple and black, with bells tolling and
all streets crowded with sightseers. The Empress had
asked that she might be buried in the little Chapel of St.
Artemidorous, off the old aisle of Santa Sophia, so to that
white and perfect shrine her little shrunken shell was
carried. The Guards lined the streets; the Officers of the
House led the procession; then came the Sardican pipers*
playing their famous lament:

"The deer is lost to the forest,
The otter is gone from the brook,
Away is the bird of our joy,"

Then came all Squadron C in their blue, with black
plaids tossed over their shoulders; then the women of
Sardica, her servants; then upon a transport wagon of
Squadron C came all that was mortal of Pheemie, and
.then three figures walking together, the Emperor,
Justinian and Theodora, Mowed by Syimnachus and
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